CHAPTER XXVI
THE  STORY  OF   MISS CHARPILLON
the next few weeks were one continuous nightmare. I was
in a sombre, desperate mood, ready to kill the first man who
contradicted me, or to stake my life on the ace of spades.
Then one day, eager for diversion of any sort, I met a
woman destined to play a most unfortunate role in my life.
A Flemish officer whom I had assisted at Aix-la-Chapelle
had paid me several visits, and had even dined with me two
or three times, but I had never been to his house. I decided
this day to return his courtesy, and was in conversation with
him and his wife when an old woman and a young girl
came into the room. The officer presented me as the Cheve-
lier de Seingalt, whereat the girl looked astonished, and
said she had once known a Signor Casanova, who was strik-
ingly like me. I told her that that also was my name, but
that I did not remember her.
cln those days I was called Anspergher,' she said; 'but
now I am called Charpillon. You only saw me once, when
I was a little girl of thirteen. You were in the Palais Royal
in Paris, with a charming lady, and you made me a present
of a pair of strass buckles—I have them on my shoes at this
moment,—and then, encouraged by my aunt, who was with
me, you did me the honour of embracing me.'
1 remember, mademoiselle, I remember you distinctly
now, and I have a letter for you, but I do not recognise
your aunt/
'This is another aunt. If you will come and take tea
with us, you will meet the one you saw in Paris, But give
me the letter.'
I took it out and gave it hen
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